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ride above it, not welter helplessly below it.
And the cramped and restricted life is all
the grander for this, that it gives us a nobler
chance of conquest than the free, liberal,
wealthy, unrestrained life.

In the Rowaunt of the Rose a little square
garden is described, with its beds of flowers,
its orchard-trees. The beauty of the place
lies partly in its smallness, but more still in
its running waters, its shadowy wells,
wherein, as the writer says quaintly enough,
are " no frogs? and the conduit-pipes that
make a " noise full-liking." And again in
that beautiful poem of Tennyson's, one of
his earliest, with the dew of the morning
upon it, he describes The Poefs Mind as a
garden:

In the middle leaps a fountain
Like sheet lightning,
Ever brightening
With a low melodious thunder;
All day and all night it is ever drawn
From the brain of the purple mountain
Which stands in the distance yonder; ..,
And the mountain draws it from Heaven above,
And it sings a song of undying love.

That is a power which we all have, in
some degree, to draw into our souls, or to
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